ACTION! ACTIONI
ACTION!

Here's a story with ae-
tion, action, action. “Out
where the West begins” Is
still the land of romance,
and this is the heart of the
old-fashioned West In the
days of the cowboy, the
cattle rustler, the horse-
thief, the qutlaw, the ex-
press robber, the sheriff’s
posse,

the bloody and
thrilling battles with the

six-gun. There are some
human and lovable people
in whose fortunes we are
interested, and some “bad
men” who very properly
die with their boots on.
Quite a plot there is, too.
But action, action, action—
the story moves with a
rush,

PART |

Curly.

CHAPTER I
-
Following a Crooked Trail.

Across Dry valley a dust cloud bad
been moving for hours, It rolled into
Bagunche at the brisk heels of a bunch
of horses just about the time the town
was settling Itself to supper. From
out of the heart of it cantered a rider,
who swung his pony af oo a balf dol-
lar, and deflected the remuda toward
Chunn's corral.

The rider was In the broad-rimmed
felt hat, the cray shirt, the plaln leath-
er chaps of & vaquero. Under other
conditions he might have been n col-
lege freshman for age, but the compe-
tent confidence of manhood sat easily
on his broand shoulders. Curly Flan-
drau had more than once looked inte
the chill eyes of death.

The leaders of the herd dribbled Into
the corral through the open gate, and
the others crowded on thelr heels.
Three more riders followed Curly late
the Inclosure, One of bhem, a red-
halred young fellow of sbout the same
sge ss Curly, swupg stifly from the
anddle.

“Me for a square menl first off," he
gave out promptly,

“Not till we've finished this business,
Maoe. We'll put a deal right through If
Wharren's here,” declded a third mem-
ber of the party. He was a tough-look-
ing customer of nearly Afty. "Bag BIl"
Cranston he was called, and the man
looked as If he had earned his sobri-
guet,

“And what If he ain’t here? snarled
Lute Blackwell, “Are you alming te
®it down and walt for him?

“We'll cross that bridge when we
come to it,” Bad Blll answered. “Curly,
want to ride up to the hotel nnd ask
it Mr, Dave Warren s there? Bring
him right down if he "™

The young mnn cantered up the
dusty street toward the hotel,

“Thought you'd fxed It with this
‘Warren to be right on the spot so's
we could unlond on him prompt,”
Packwell grumbled at Cranston with-
put looking toward the latter,

“] didn't promise he'd be hanging
wound your neck soon ns you hit town,”
Cranston retorted coolly.

The owner of the corral ssuntered
from the stable and glanced over the
bunch of horses milling around.

“Drive all the way from Bar Double
M7 nsked the keeper, his eyes on the
brand stamped on the flank of a pony
circllpg past.

“Yep”

Bad Bill turned away end began to
unsaddle.

“Looks like you been hitting the road
et a right lively gait.”

Mac cut in. “Shoulder of my brone’s
chafed from the saddle. Got anything
that'll beal 17"

“You bet 1 have” The man hurried
tnto the stable and the red-headed cow-

or winked across the back of his
horse ut Bill

The keeper of the stable and the
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drove wax a hard_one, but It dld sot
take long to come to terms at about
one-third the wvalue of the string he
was purchasing. Very likely he had
his susplcions, but he did not volce
them. No doubt they cut a figure in
the price. He let It be understood
that be was n supply agent for the
rebels in Mexico. Before the bills were
warm In the pockets of the sellers, his
vagueros were mounted and were
moving the remuda toward the border.
Curly and Mac helped them get
started, As they rode back to the cor-
ral a young man came out from the
stable. Flandrau forgot that thers
were reasons why he wanted just now
to be a stranger in the land with his
Identity not advertised. He let out a
ahout.

“Oh, youn, Sints Davis|"

*Hello, Curly! How are things
a-comin'?”

“Fine. When did you blow in to
Saguache?! Aln't yom off your run
some ™™

They bad ridden the range together
and had frolicked around on a dozen
boylsh larks. To put It miidly the
meeting was llkely to prove embarrass-
Ing.

“Came down to sea ahout getting
some cows for the old man from the
Flddleback outfit,” Davls expinined.
“You riding for the Bar Double M7
There wan & momentary silence
Curly's vigilant eyes met those of his
old elde partner. What did Siats
know? Were his susplelons already
active?

“No, I'm riding for the Map of
Texns," Flandrau answered evenly,

“Come on, Curly. Let's go feed our
faces,” Mac called from the stable.

Flandrau nodded. *“You still with
the Hashknife?" bhe asked Davis,

“8ull with 'em, I've beea ralsed (o
assistant foreman.”

“Bully for you. That's great. Al
right, Mac, I'm coming. That's sure
great, old hosa. Well, see you Iater,

Flandrau followed Mae, dlasatisfied
with himself for leaving his friend so
cavallerly, He guessed Slats would be
hurt, but he had to think of his part-
ners In this enterprise.

After supper they took a room st
the hotel and divided the money War-
ren had paild for the horses. None
of them had slept for the last Afty
hours and Mac proposed to tumble
into bed at once,

Bad Blll shook his head, *I
wouldn't, Mae, Let's hit the trall and
do our sleeping In the hills,. There's
too many telephone lines Into this
town to sult me*™

“S8ho! Our play Isn't to hike ont
llke we wera scared stiff of some-
thing, What we want o do is to net
as If we could look every darned citl-
gen In the face. Mac's sure right”
Curly agreed.

“You kids make me tired. I'm golong
to dust my pronto,” Blackwell
scarled,

“Sure. Wheénever you llke. You
got to split up anyhow,” Mac sald

Bad Eill looked at Blackweli and
nodded. “That's right. We don't all
want to pull a biue streak. That
would be a dead give awny. Let the
kids stay if they want to."

“80 that they can round om us °f
they're pabbed,” Blackwell sneered.

Cranston called him down roughly.
“That'll be enough along that lne,

Luote. 1 don't stend for any more
cracks like 1"
Blackwell, not three months out

from the penltentiary, faced the other
with an ugly look in his eyes. He wan
always ready to quarrel, but he did
not lke to fight unless he had a sure
thing.

“Didn't mean any harm”" the ex-
convict growled. “But [ don't like this
sticking around town. "

“Then I wouldn't stay if | were
you,” Curly suggested promptly. “Mac
and I have got a different po-
tlon, 8o we'll tle to Baguache for a
day or two,"

As soon as the older men had gone
the others tumbled info bed and fell
aslesp at once. Duylight was sifting
lu through the open window before
thelr eyea openad. BSomebody was
pounding on the bedroom door.

Mac was already out of bed wheno
his pariner’s feel hit the floor.

“What's up, Mae?

The eyes of the redheaded puncher
gleamed with excifement. His six.
gun was In hia hand. By the look of
him he was sbout ready to whang

the door,
horses, you chump”
the hotel clerk.

i

Befare ba find got the worda ot

door was gpen. Siats came in and
whut it behing bhim. He “at
Flandrau, 3

“They're alter you," be said.
“Who?" fired Curly back at him.
“The Bar Double M boys.  They
just reached town.” ,
“Put ‘up that gun, Mae, and move
Into your eclothes Immediately,” o
dered Curly. Then to Davis: “Uo on,
Unload the rest. What do they know
“They inquired for you and your
Magdb-.dmmntthelmlm
der™ .

“Have we got a chance to make our
getaway ¥ Mac asked. 9

Davis nodded. “Sitde out through
the Ekitchen, cut Into the alley, and
across lots to the corral, 'We'll lock
the door and I'll hold them here long
as I can®™

“Qood boy, Blats. If there's a neck-
tie party seu'll get the frst  bIA™
Curly grianed.

Biats looked at him, cold and steady.
Plainer thas words e was telling his
former friend that he would not joke
with a horse thlef. For the saké of old
times he would gave him If he could,
but he wouldl eall any bluffs about the
whole thing belng a lark.

Curly's eyes fell nwny. It eame to
him for the first time that he was no
jonger an honest man. Up till this
estapade he had been only wild, but
now he had crossed the line that sep-
arntes decent folks from outlaws,

Not another word wos sald while
tLey hurried Into thelr clothea. But
ns Curly passed out of the door be
cilled back huskily. “Won't forget
what you dome for us, Slate"™

Aguin thelr eyes met, Davia 4id
not wpeak, bat the chill look om his
fnce told ¥landrau that he had lost a
friend.

The two young men ran down the
hack stalrs, passed through (he kitch-
en where a Chinese cook was getting
breakfast, and out lnto the bright sun-
Hght,

“Won't do to be In any hurry. The
play 18 we're gentlemen of lelsure, just
out for an amble to get the mo'ning
nir," Curly cautioned,

While they fed, walered and ead-
dled they swapped gossip with the
wrangler. It would not do to leave
the boy with a story of two riders in
such a hurry to At the trall that they
could not wialt to feed thelr bronchos.
8o they stuck It out while the animals
ate. At that, they shaved It fine, for
as they rode away (wo men were
coming down the street.

“Kite Bonfila,” Curly calied to his
partner.

No explanation was needad. Bon-
fils was the foreman of the Bar
Double M. He (et out a shout as he
caught sight of therr and began to
run forward, Slmultaneously hls gun
seemed (o jump from Its holster,

Mac's quirt sang end his pony
leaped to a canter (b two sirides, A
bullet sipped between them. Aunolher
struck the dust at their heels, Falnt-
ly there came to the fugitives the
sound of the foreman's lmpotent
curses. ‘They had escaped for the
time. X

Presently they passed the last barb
wire fence nnd open ccuotry lay be-
fore them. It did not greally matter
which direction they followed, so long
an they heuded Into the desert.

Nelther of them bad ever been In
serloun trouble before and both re-
gretted the folly that had turned their
drunken spree into m crime. ‘They
were stretched lu fropt of the fire that
evening trying to make a smoke scrve
Instead of supper, Mac broke a gloomy
sllence to grunt out jerkily a situa-
tlon he could no lopger keep to him-
solf,

“Here's where 1 got my walking pe-
pera, 1 reckon. No rostiers need ap-

y." .

Curly shot a slant glance at him,
“Meaning—the gifi? ’

The red-headed puncher took
his coat pocket ® photograph and
ghowed It to bis friend. The sweet
clean face of u wholesome girl smiled
at Curly. .

“She's ce'tal & right nice young
lady, I'll bet siands by you all
right. Where's she live at?™

“Waits In n restsurant st Tomb-

lars.,” Mac swallowed hard
had tc figure out this short ent to the
money ‘whilat 1 was dronk. As If she'd
look at money made that Y

Curly tried to,
not make much o
disputeble facts
an outlaw and
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friend ran toward him, forgetting the
revolver that lay In Tts holster under
the live onk. Every moment he ex-
pected to sce Mac jump up, but the fig-
ure siretched bealde the cholla pever
moved. Flandrau felt the muscles
round his heart tighten. He had
sudden death before, but pever ba
come 80 near home, g

A bullet sent up a sport of dost
front of him, another Just on the Jeft
Riders were making s half elrele

-3

In his right wind Curly would have
been properly frightened. But now he
thought culy of Mae lying thers 5o still
in the sand. Right into the fire mone
he ran, knelt beside his partner and
lifted the red-thatched head. A little
hole showed back of the left sar and
nnother at the right temple. A bullet
hnd plowed through the boy's skull,

Softly Flandrau put the head back
in the saod and rose to his feet. The
revolver of the dend puncher was In
hix hand. The riders were closing In
oo him, The pearest called to him to
surrender, Ahnost at the same (ime
a red-hot pain shot through the left
arm of the trapped rustier. Somecns
bad nipped him from the rear.

Curly saw red. Surrender noth-
ing! He would go down fAghting. As
fast as he could blaze he emptiod
Mac's gun. When the smoke cleared
the man who had érdered hlin to give
up was sitpping from his horse. Curly
was surprised, but he knew be must
bave hit him by chance.

“We got him. His gun's empty”
some one shouted,

Cautiously they eclosed In, keeping
bim covered all the time. Of a sudden
the plain tilted up to meet the sky.
Flandrau felt himself swoying on his
foet, BEverything went black. The
boy had fainted.

When he ecame to himsell strange
faces were all mround him and there
were no bodles to go with them. They
seemed to float about in an odd, casnal
sort of way. Then things cleared.

“He's coming to all right,” one sald
“How ls Cullison 7

The rage died out of Curly. In a
fNash he saw all that had come of this
drunken spree: the rustiing of the
Bar Double M stock,
the death of hig friend
Cullison, the certaln punishment
would follow,
eaught almos: In

af

I

: EE

|
iz

:

g
i
!E§§§§ ;

“a_pnso’ '3 eoed e

i

i
Egég 2
i

gl

#
it
agg
i

g
i
§

i
i
s

|

WArD you -. W

HEARTBURN
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